Wisdom and Destiny

we love. And indeed it would seem that
so clear a light springs from our hands as
they open thus to give, that it penetrates
substance too opaque to yield to the
mysterious rays just discovered.

It avails us nothing unduly to bemoan
our errors or losses. For happen what
may to the man of simple faith, still, at
the last minute of the sorrow-laden hour,
at the end of the week or year, still will
he find some cause for gladness as he
turns his eyes within. Little by little
he has learned to regret without tears.
He is as a father might be who returns
to his home in the evening, his day's
work done. He may find his children
in tears perhaps, or playing dangerous,
forbidden games; the furniture scattered,

glasses broken, a lamp overturned ;   but
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